The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Haueyou fo Hander any moments leifure i' 

As to oiue words or ealke witja the Lord Hamlet, 

Looks too’t ; charge you, come your waies. 

Of he. Ifhall obey my Lord. Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet, Horatto.and M^rcelha. ■ ; 3 ; ; , , 

ATrfw. The aire bites fliroudiy.it is very cold. - , 

Horn. It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

Ham. What houre now ? 

Hera. I thinke it lackes oftwelue. 

Mar. j\’o, it is (Irooke ’ 

Hera. Ihdeed^I heard it not, it then draw?? fleece thofeafon. 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walks A flounfh of Trunt- 

What does this naeane my Lor d ? . pets., and two Pee/tes goes off.. 

Ham. The King doth walke tonight and takes his rowfe,. 

Keeps waflell and the fwaggering yp,-|pting rceles : 

And as he draincs his drafts of RhenilKdowne, 

The Kettle Drumme and Trumpet, thus bray out 

The triumph of his pledge- I. 

Hora. Isitacuftome? 

Haw. I niarric ift> . 

But to my mind, though lam natiuc hccre 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuftome 
More honourd in the breach, then the obferuance,. 

Thisjieauie-hcaded rcuell Eaft and Weft 

Makes vs traducM and taxed of other Nations, 

They clip vs Drunkards and with fwinilhphraie 
Soilc our addition, andindeed it takes , , L . u 

From ouratchieucmcnts, though perform d at height. 

The pith and marow of our attribute,, 

So oft it chances in particular men. 

That for fome vicious more of nature in them 
Asia their birth wherein they arc not guiltie, 

(Since nature cannot choofe his origen) 

By their ore- growth of fome complexion 

Oft breaking downe the Pales and Forts qt Rcajon^ 7 : 

Or by fome habit that too much ore-leauens 
The forme of plaufiuc manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay theftampe pfone defeat 




Frince e/Denmarke, 

Being Natures littery , or Fortunes ftarre, 

His Vertues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may vndergoc, 

Shall in the general! ccnfure take corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of cafe 
Doth all the. noble fubftanceof a doubt 

To his owne fcandall. 

Enter Gboft. 

Hera. Looke my Lord it comes. 

Bam. Angels and Miniftcrs of grace defend vs ! 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or Goblin damn d, 

Bring with thee airesfromheaucn,6r blaftsfrom hcl> 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thoricom-ft in fuch a queftionable (Rape, 

That I will fpeake to thee, lie call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royall Dane, O anfwerc me, 

Let me not burft in ignorance, but cell 

Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfedin death 
Haue burft their cerements ? why the Sepulchre,. 
Wherein we faw thee quietly interred 
Hath opt his ponderous and marble iawes, 

Tocaft thcevpagaine? what may this meane 
That thou dead coarfe, againe incomplcat fteclc 
Rcuifites thus the glimpfes of the Moonc, 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of Nature 

So horridly to fh&ke our difpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules, 

Say why is this, wherefore* what (hould we doe ? 

Hora. It beckons you to goe away with it 
As if it feme impartment did defire 
Toyou alone. 






It wanes you to a more reropotted ground, 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hora . No, by no mcanes. 

Haw. It will not fpeake, then I will follow it, 
Hora. Doe not my Lord, 

Haw. Why? what foould^ejliefeare, 

I doc not fet uiy life at a p&esfee, 

V- r ' ‘ ■" c %' 
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